A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
ship's adjutant looks up, 'Which, Sir?" he asks.
*Oh, nothing/ I say, 'I thought I saw a friend of
mine, that's all/ I look again, the girl turns back.
She is in uniform. Yes, it is Madge. I leave the deck
cabin and interrupt her. 'What are you doing here?'
I ask. She had not seen me. Her face lights up, but
she is calm. 'You haven't heard?' she says. 'Heard
what?5 I answer with a pang - for 1 realise the truth.
"He was killed ten days agos thank God outright, in
the van/ A tiny tear forces its way through^ which
she brushes aside. 'This war is hell, Frank/ she
says, 'give me some tea in the train will you? Ill
pay the difference in fare - a driver goes third!
perhaps they'll court-martial you for eating with a
female other rank?' 'Ill get another Pullman ticket
on board/ 1 say, SI go off the ship first as C.O.:
You can carry this haversack and follow rue/ Toor
Madge!' I think, 'how she loved him! how plucky
she is! British women are the -best in the world. It
is a pity they can't order their lives so as to abolish
their own sufferings, as it is they who suffer most in
war. Why can't we do without it?J
We pass through the garden county of Kent, and
as I look out of the window I say to Madge: 'There
are times when I think no war is worth the candle;
yet, when I look on these green fields and fruit trees
and gaze down the valley at Dunton Green towards
Westerham^ and then look over at you, immediately
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